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The poet's strain 
Is unctioii to the fevered braiD, 
And soothes all griefs and sorrows. 
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Introlmctocs AMtm* 

Respected BsADiSBy may it please. 
With lengthen'd preface 1*11 not tease, 
But in a verse or two explain> 
How I have learnt the poet's strain. 

ELnow, then, that e'en, when fii^t I rieiad. 

The lays of poets long sinee dead. 

To me their writii^gs seem'd to be 

Mor^ lasting than mortality— > 

Their beauties all more lovely far 

Than tinseled passing beauties axe : 

Their virtues iflways made me feel 

A soothing balm, the mind to hofd* 

When friends proved false, and from rm turned ; 

Or headstrong foes with «nvy burned : 

Their words so awfiil, so sublime^ 

That oft I've wished in future time, 

B. 
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My soul should be by muses taught, 
To give expression to a thought. 
That might a mortal's spirits move. 
To moral acts of faith and love, — 
That should a warning prove to those 
Who in the paths of vice repose, 
And show to them a guiding light, 
To set their wandering footsteps right. 

Thus as I up to manhood grew. 
Their bright example still in view. 
To follow it was my delight, 
My thought by day, my dream by night. 



" 



Oft have I gazed at evening time 
In spots where Luna shone sublime, 
And watch'd her in her queenly pride. 
Light up the smooth, though mighty tide. 
Where Britain's " wooden walls " repose 
To guard us from all foreign foes : 
Then have I asked where are those gone, 
Who in their writings still live on ? 
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My soul has answered they are where 
They rest from labour and from care. 
Oh ! then should I improve each hour, 
While life and health afford me power, 
That I might share with them the joy, 
Which earthly sorrows ne*er shall cloy. 



Thus have I loved to study all 
The works of nature great and small : 
I've sorng of fair Devonia's charms. 
Her Dartmoor wild, her rustic farms : 
On oliier themes I've written too— 
But that my book will show to you ; 
So now I leave it in your hands, 
And thank you for your kind commands. 



. 
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Oh ! give me fair Devon ; her sons and her daughters, 

Her highland and moorland, her upland and lee, 
^ Her dark shady vales, and meandering waters. 
Are each one, and aU of them, charming to me. 

i The stranger will there have a kindly reception. 

More welcome and free than he e'er had before ; 
He's looked upon there with no unkind conception. 
For charity dwells with the rich and the poor. 

Her children in happiness rise with the day-light, 
And go to their toil with their hearts full of glee. 

Hospitality shines as the planets at midnight, 
And friendship there reigneth unfettered and free. 

Though her moorland looks cold, and far from inviting 
» To an imbecile few, who would live at theur ease. 
There's a charm in the hills, the spirits exciting. 
As pure from the sea wafts the health-giving breeze. 
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Her valleys and woodlands ate cool and refreshing, 
The King of the Forest there mocks the rude storm, < 

And the notes of the birds in the air, sweetly clashing, 
Can ne'er fail to make e'en the coldest heart warm. 

Her serpentine rivers from mountain sides gushing, 
The Tamar, the Heavy, the Exe, and the Dart, 

Sweetest music discourse as onward they're rushing, 
And make her lov'd homes ever dear to the heart. 



Bums praises his home with patriotic devotion. 
And lauds Caledonia in rapturous strain ; 

But Devonia's shores, washed by the deep ocean, 
Look with mcjesty down on the foam-crested main* 

'Tis the Garden of England, the pride of the nation, 
The loveliest spot that a mortal can find ; 

And the mind becomes lost in deep contemplation 
Of Earth's every charm there so sweetly combined* 
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Let others live, and live thyself, — 
Enjoy in peace what God hath given ; 

But know thou, that thy well-stored shelf 
Is mercifully lent by Heaven. 

If thou hast wealth in boundless store, 
And untold riches be thine own, 

Remember there are thousands poor, 
Who poverty and want have known. 

The greedy wretch with niggard soul. 
Who vainly makes his gold his God, 

May even flesh and blood control, 
But can't rule hearts with golden rod. 

Then if thy soul e'er longs for peace. 

Let charity thy bosom swell ; 
And thou shalt hear, when life doth cease, 

" Good servant, thou hast acted well ; 

" And enter in the place prepared 

'* For thee before God formed the earth, 

*' To live in heavenly mansions fair, 
" And ever sbg thy Maker's worth ! " 
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I SAW a young man, hale and strong, 
Enjoying his peaceful home ; 

I saw that youth again ere long. 
Gone on the world to roam. 

The gayest of the gay was he, 

To vice become a prey ; 
Alas ! he soon with anguish felt, 

He near'd his dying day. 

Pale was his face, and scorched his brow, 
His days of health were past ; 

Disease fed on his vitals now, 
And life was ebbing fast. 

His mother watched o'er him in prayer, 
And saw him gasp for breath ; 

She fell a victim to her care, 
And closed her eyes in death ! 

Short was his life in sin's vile ways ; — 

From him a lesson take ; 
For while in vice you spend your days, 

A parent's heart may break ! 
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"By the aweat of tliy brow ethalt thoa eat bread an the daya 
of thy Ufc." 



i 



Wheke is the haughty wonn who dare 
Despise the workman's humble fare, 

Or mock his frugal means ? 
Or where the man who thinks that he 
Pleasure alone was bom to see, 

In life's voluptuous scenes ? 

Who says that labour is too low, 
For him to rise and early go, 

To earn his daily bread, 
Must have a head unfit for use— - 
Except to offer worth abuse, 

And heart just like his head. 
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And yet he toileth night and day. 
How he may best himself display. 

When to the bcdl he goes : 
But even then, with heart's greiat powers. 
He ne'er will eqtial Nature's flower^-— 

The Uly or the rose. 

His life is spent in sweets that doy. 
And ne'er will bring him lasting joy, 

But soon they pass away. 
Leaving him more imhappy still, 
A victim to caprice and will. 

Which groweth every day. 

And when at lengdi the wealth is gone. 
Which all his pleasure rested on, 

He's wrapt in sorrow's dond ; 
And o'er hitti comes the sickening thought 
To labour he has ne'er been brought— 

To beg he is too proud. 
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A burthen, then, compeli'd to fall 

On those whose hard-earned wealth is small, 

To crime he madly flies ; 
And then is sent across the main 
To suffer in a felon's chain, 

Or on the scaffold dies. 



But labour, should it bring a pain. 
Happiness follows in its train, 

And fills the poor man's dwelling ; 
Contentment hovers round his cot, 
To Qod he's thankful for his lot, 

With praise his heart is swelling. 

He envies not the rich man's wealth, 
'Tis naught to him compared with health. 

The greatest boon of Heaven. 
He covets not the miser's store ; 
Enjoys in peace, though he is poor. 

The little God has given. 
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And to his labour when he goes, 
He thinks none of mankind his foes, 

But lives in peace with all. 
And while he guides the rustic plough, 
Earning his bread by sweat of brow, 

The verdant showers &11; 

Which cooleth down the scorching earth, 
To future crops is giving birth, — 

Making the fields look green : 
And well repays his care and toil, 
In sowing seed in well-dress'd soil, 

For soon the fruit is seen. 



When home he goes at eventide. 
That happier spot than all beside, 

He soon retires to rest ; 
And Morpheus doth his eyelids close. 
Granting to him a sweet repose. 

With spirits unoppressed. 
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Behold the two, and truly tay, 
Which is the better son of day. 

The poor man or the rich? 
And name the one to whom is due 
Honour, esteem, and friendship too : 

Thy heart will answer which. p 

Dispell all doubt ! the best is he 

Who works with heaxt &ank, light, and free, 

And lives by sweat of brow : 
To such, then, let us all extend 
Our hands and hearts, as to a friend. 

And pray " God speed the plough." 
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'* See^st Hion a man dQicent in his business he shall stand before kings t 
he shalQttot stand before mean men."— Proverbs of Solomon. 



That Rome was not built in a day. 

But was the work of years, 
Is known to him who slothfol liyes, 

And him who perseveres. 

Though first attempts may furtive prove, 
And cause desponding fears ; 

Success will soon be hailed by him 
Who strives and perseveres. 

The man's a fool wlto would turn baek 

For ridicule and jeers ; 
Where there's a will there is a way, 

For him yrho perseveres. 

If trials beset the path through Hfe, 

And dark Die road appears, 

The clouds will diange to glorious light 

With him who perseveres. 
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Hast thou ne'er read in history's page, 
Of those who lived in Rome's great age, 
When matrons chaste their daughters brought 
To modest women as they ought ; 
When they their parents all obeyed, 
And never from their duty strayed ? 
But now, it grieves me much to say. 
Some forward maids have left this way. 
And, thinking they want no adviser. 
To train them up and make them wiser. 
Throw off this trammel and this fetter, 
Supposing they themselves know better 
How best before the world to shine, 
And make a show as damsels fine. 



Digitized by 



Google 



15 

Of such an one, then, I will tell. 
Whose raven hair in ringlets fell 
O'er neck of swan-like form and grace. 
That, much adorned the damsel's face. 
But then, there was another feature 
Possessed by this conceited creature, 
Which counteracted all the rest, 
And spoilt the charms I've just expressed : 
Her heart was bent to light flirtation. 
Her brain was filled with affectation ; 
She vainly thought she could inspire 
All whom she pleased to much admire 
The charms with which she was possessed,—- 
Though they were few must be confessed — 
And set her mind, with all her skill, 
To bring a lover to her will ; 
Then, having made her conquest sure, 
She felt inclined for nothing more. 
But thought to jilt all whom she could. 
And get an husband when she would. 
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Well, out oat day she dianecd to meet 
A martial coxcomb in the street; 
And she, well versed in fitsciiiation. 
Tried hard to win his admiration : 
So, thinking it was worth a trial, 
She looked on him with pleaung smile ; 
And he, though feeMng ratheir shy, 
Returned the smile and |>a8sed her tyy. 

They shortly after met again. 
When he assumed the loving swain ; 
And proud was she by any chance. 
To think she'd captured by a glance. 

But, ah ! the gods for once had fated 
The gay coquette should be check-mated ; 
Young Cupid this time touched her heart. 
And with his arrows made it smart ; 
For love in truth she really felt. 
While at the shrine of Hope she knelt, 
And tried her every power to win 
The gay Lothario's heart and tin; 
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But through not acting over nice. 
He soon found out her deep device;— 
Though, for a time he did pretend 
That with her he, his life would end ; 
But shortly after bade farewell 
To then unhappy Ma'moiselle. 

Now this upon her spirits prey'd, 
And of her health some were afraid ; 
So, thinking to her strength repair, 
They recommended country air ; 
And, after some months' rustication, 
She underwent an alteration. 
Which for the better was, I ween, 
As back to town she soon was seen : 
But ah ! a change had taken place ; 
Oh, horrors ! who would think that face 
Could e'er have worn a witching smile, 
A tender lover to beguile ? 

The rose had dropped its fragile head, 
Its colour from her cheeks had fled, 
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And she's now tw^ doom'd to be 



A Tictim to her T$nity : — 

The men all say with leeiing eye, — 

<^ Behold the flirt whose day's gcme by." 

Her end I cannot yet relate, 
As still she lives, but then her fate 
I guess will be, like many others 
Who think they're wiser than their mothers : 
A cross old maid she soon will grow, — 
Denoimce the world as something low ; — 
She'll live above them with her parrot, 
And end her days in some old Qabbet. 



, 






Ye damsels of the present time. 
Who many charms do own. 

Don't turn a flirt to make a shine — 
Or get your beauties known. 

For, if you do, your U1X9 win be*, 
Sad as I have just stated ; 

Youl! get despised by etery man. 
By every wom^, hated. 
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Oh ! what a dreary world 'twould be 

Without a woman's charms to cheer, 
Without a woman's love to feel, 
Which makes her to our hearts so dear. 



'Twould be a vast chaotic mass 
Of sorrow, care, and toil combined. 

With no fond heart to help us bear 
The curse that's laid upon mankind ; 






A sea without a welcome shore, 
A sky without a guiding star, 

A world where love would dwell no more, 
And solitude our pleasures mar. 



Then unto thee we'll bow the knee. 
All honour and love to thee be given ; 

Thy smile doth make earth paradise. 
Thy voice almost a little Heaven. 
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But ah ! that some who're form'd so fair, 
Whose every charm can ne'er be told. 

Should banish peace from earth and air, 
And all day long do nought but scold. 



When Father Adam lost his rib. 
Woman was formed as I am told ! 

But he, alas ! soon found with dread. 
The SEBFENT coil'd up in the mould. 






And so they've ever been combined— 
The SEBFENT and the aitoel fair, 

And though the reptile can't be seen, 
By bruising it you'll find it there. 



Between the jaws its power is strong. 
You'll prove it if your wife's a shrew ; 

But if she's got a seefent's tongue, 
Then take advice, and drill it through. 
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Rejoics, li&ppy maiden I and banish thy sorrow. 
And cast all thy fearing and doubting aside ; 

For ere the bright snn shall have risen to morrow^ 
The lov'd of thy soul will have mftde thee his Bride. 

ft 
With gay orange blossom then deck thy fkir tresses> 

And with soul-melting love light up thy bright eye ; 

Thou soon shalt enjoy a fond husband's caresses. 

The time of thy Bridal now fast draweth nigh. 

Tho* thy childhood's been spent in gay happy pleasure 
And a fond parent's care sooth'd trouble and pain, 
^ Thou now wilt possess a far greater treasure, 

And never once wish back those lov'd days again. 
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To others it may be a gay festive season— 
A day spent in pleasure, that soon will be pass'd ; 
t But to thee 'tis a time of grave solemn reason, 
And sealeth thy fate from this day to thy last. 



The vow that thou makest remember is lasting, 

And bindeth thy future in fetters of gold ; 
When trouble shall come, thy bright sunshine 
overcasting, 

May thy husband's love for thee then greatly 
unfold. 



When maternal affection thy bosom is swelling, 
And o'er thy lov'd offspring thou watch'st with 
care. 
May they rise up around thee and make thy bright 
dwelling 
A sweet charming spot for a fond loving pair. 
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May the love which now gloweth so wann in thy 
bosom, 

^ In days long to come never wither away^ 
But bum fresher and stronger for him who hath 
chosen 
To make iiiee his partner in life's thorny way. 

t In the world's rugged paths may Jehovah watch 
B o'er thee ; 

On thee may the blessings of Heaven descend ; 
And that even Death, when it cometh before thee, 
Shall find thee prepar'd, is the wish of a Friend. 
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The summer sun hath passed away, 
Another year hath rolled around ; 

Again hath dawned thy natal day, 
And &ir and lovely hatb thee fomnd. 

IVe watched o'er thee in days long past, 
And spent with thee youth's happy hoi^rs, 

And now do I behold at last 

In thee one of earth's fairest flowers. 

Thy childhood's yeais are now gone by» 
To me thou'rt like the blooming rose ; 

And love shoots from thy beaming eye, 
The happiest spell a mortal knows. 

Thy step is graceful, light, and free, 
Thy smile as bright as noon-day sun, 

Thy silvery voice is melody. 

Thy heart a pure and gentle one. 

May these thy charms be all possessed 
By thee, fair one, until the day 

When life shall cease, then angels waft 
Thy*gentle soul to Heaven away. 
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"The fool hath said tn Jiis heart there Is no God." 



Go, look upon the deep blue sea» 
Foaming in dreaded majesty ; 
And listen to its mighty roar 
As home it rolls to rocky shore, 
And up the mountain's side doth rise 
Like glittering spangles to the skies. 
Mark well its strength, and note with dread, 
The dark dull clouds above thy head— - 
Breaking in thunder's heavy peal. 
While lightning doth the heavens reveal ; 
And mighty whirlwind's conquering blast 
The vessels from their anchors cast ; 
Before its power they all are driven, 
And cables, chains, and ropes are riven : 
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The hardy tars are all dismayed, 
(And e'en the stoutest heart's afraid,) 
They breathe a sigh for iron-bound shore, 
Fearing they ne'er shall see it more. 
Still, while the storm doth mighty rage, 
And wind and wave in war engage — 
When hope is changing to despair. 
They fall on bended knee in prayer, — 
Resign their fSate to him whose hand 
Controls the storm on sea and land. 
Anon the gale has lost its strength. 
Again a calm succeeds at length. 
Remain and see the storm subside. 
And watch the fast receding tide : 
While Sol's bright rays the sailor hails. 
He quickly spreads the streaming sails. 
To dry them by his scorching rays, 
And offers up his thanks and praise. 
With smiling face the hardy tar 
Beholds his home, as from afar 
He's once more come, again to feel 
The charms of'home, and o'er him steal 
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Fond recollections of the scene 
Where he in childhood oft has been 
To spend his hours in sportive play 
With some who since have passed away. 

Now turn thy gaze to yonder hills. 
Whence rivers spring from gurgling rills ; 
O'er steep ravines they rushing roll 
And hasten to their watery goal : 
Behold the mountain's snow-clad peak 
Where eagles fierce their young ones seek ; 
Where lofty trees ne'er meet the eye, 
And chill cold blasts rush whistling by ; 

Or look on yonder shady vale,— 
The home of thrush and nightingale ; 
Where England's oak majestic reigns, 
And echoes back the rustic strains 
Of country songster, light and free, — 
And who a happier youth than he, 
As home the lowing kine he drives 
And in his rude, wild home he thrives ? 
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Now listen to the skylark's song, 
While through the air it flies along, 
Its music falls upon thy ear, 
And must thy thoughtful spirits cheer. 

If after this you upward rise 
To heaven ahove your wandering eyes. 
And view the vast etherial space — 
The ends of which what man can trace ? 
And contemplate at noon-day time, 
The orb of day in light sublime ; 
Or, at the solemn midnight hour, 
Help'd by the telescope's great power, 
The myriad planets as they roll, 
Should strike amazement to thy soul ; 
Say how could Chance each one thus place 
In those vast boundless fields of space ? 

It cannot be, no soul of sense 
Can dare to doubt Omnipotence ! 
In these and every other scene 
Almighty God, Thy power's supreme ! 
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Oh ! give me back my early home,— 
My home of childhood's happy hours ; 

Its shady valq^ I loved to roam. 
And cull fair Nature's fragrant flowers. 



I loved to gambol o'er the mead, 

And spend my hours in sportive play ; 

I loved the little birds to feed, 

And hear their notes at dawn of day. 






But now those times are past and o'er- 
I ne'er again shall sudi esjoy ; 

Oh ! that I could behold once more 
My home, when I was but a boy I 
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'Tis hard to leave a well-tried friend, 

Whom oft we've proved as such in truth ; 

With whom we've often lov^ to spend 
Past happy hours of by-gone youth. 



But those who know what 'tis to meet 
The dearest object of the heart, — 

Who e'er have felt love's genial heat, 
Know best how hard it is to part. 



Yet, if they feel affection's power, 

And breathe farewell with heartfelt pain. 

They fondly hope for that bright hour 
When they shall once more meet again. 
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Fob the absent one, the absent one, 
Oft do I breathe a silent prayer 

To the throne of love in realms above, 
And prayers are heard and answered there. 

In the absent one, the absent one, 
My soul would ever seek repose ; 

And on her breast^would fondly rest, 
To seek relief from earthly woes. 

On the absent one, the absent one, 
I think from morn till night appears, 

And when the day begins to dawn 
The absent one my spirit cheers. 



By the absent one, the absent one. 
My heart and soul are held in thrall : 

None others seem to have a charm — 
That one to me is all in all. 
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One mom I chanc'd in my accustomed walk 
To light upon a lovely verdant spot, 
Like fields Elysian ; to me it seem'd 
A place where Nature's soul-enchanting charms 
Had all been lavished with unspanng hand. 
Beneath my feet the gurgling streamlet rolled 
In noisy rippling to the distant sea ; 
On every hand the fir, the oak, the elm, 
Rear'd their tall heads, defiant, to the sky, 
Whose azure tints of bright etherial blue 
Shone on the scene magnificent, sublime ! 
The little birds, fresh from their downy nests. 
The early morning welcomed with their notes 
Of silvery music, sweetly echoing through 
The Forest King's strong branches. 
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In this sequestered vale a youth I spied. 
Whose form was noble, and whose look bespoke 
His heart was one of no mean sordid kind, 
But beat with firmness and exalted courage. 
Fixed was his gaze, and careless was his step ; 
He look'd as though he heeded not the scene, 
So grand, so bright, so fair on every side ; 
For as he walked he spake as to himself. 
Though in his soul he did address another 
In language full of manly truth and love. 
Now mark bis aspirations : — 



Oh ! how I wish that I wert near to thee. 
That I might leave a kiss upon thy loving lip, 
And drink the ever-cheering draught of love. 
That from thy worshipped soul doth constant flow 
Like heavenly showers on my longing heart ; 
And yet, far, far apart we still must be, 
'Till time around its sluggish course shall roll, 
And bring again the hour when we may meet, 
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And once more give affection's fond embrace ; 
But better far if that bright day wert come, 
When we shall share each other's cares and joys, 
And tread the path of life in unity and love ; 
For until then shall neither of us be 
Right surely happy, save in cherished hopes 
Of nuptial day's approach. 



'Twas thus he mused, and as he mused I thought, 
In lovely woman happiness is sought, 
And found more lasting far than other joys, 
Her love doth own a sweet which never cloys. 



: 
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Oh, wondrous Iotc ! ob, mighty power ! 

That planted Faith in mortal's l^reast, 
To soothe us in each ixying hour, 

And give our trembling spirits rest ! 



Through Faith we ever find a balm, 
For every wound our spirits know ; 

Through Faith we every storm can calm, 
While passing through this vale below. 



By Faith while living here we die. 
By Faith while dying here we live, 

By Faith we hope to dwell on high. 
And tune the harp which God doth give. 
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Oh Hope ! where'er thy influence reigns 
Within the heart, it makes us feel 

An antidote for all our pains, 
When dark forebodings o*er us steal. 






It makes the drooping spirits rise, 

And from the mind drives dull despair, 

It wafts the soul above the skies, 

To seek new strength and courage there. 



Expanded as a mountain view, 
And cheering as the sun's bright rays, 

Hope warms the soul ; we patient wait 
The advent of far happier days. 
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'Tis not in. gifta pf gold alone 
That Charity is seen in all ; 

'Tis not in deeds to all men known : 
Th^ widow's mite excels them all. 



Brightest of virtues ! it bestows 
A helping hand the sick to heal ; 

H 9eeks to banish all our woes. 
And make us ever grateful feel. 



Noblest of virtues ! gift of God, 
May'st thou on earth triumphant dwell, 

The man who lives but for himself, 
For vanity his soul doth sell. 
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On hearing the Funeral Bell at Stoke Damerel Church. 



A STILL small voice falls on my ear 
And strikes with power on my heart, 

Breathing in words of solemn tone, 
" Attend, oh man, to what thou art ! " 




It is the knell from yonder church. 
Tolling with soul-subduing sound ; 

While men are helping to consign, 
"What once was mortal to the ground. 

Though not long since in health was he,- 
Amidst his fellow men he wrought ; 

But ere a week had passed away, 
Before his Maker he was brought. 

'Tis thus with life ; and every day 
Do we behold such things as these : 

Then let us each improve our way, 
God and our fellow man to please. 
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ON THE DEATH OF A SISTEB. 

Why should we weep, alas ! weak Nature ! 

O'er the cold and lifeless clay ? 
Her spirit's gone to her Creator, 

And lives in bright eternal day. 



She has left this troubled world below, 
For realms of happiness and bliss, 

The joys of which we ne'er can know, 
Except through holy righteousness. 

The sun or moon do 'not shine there, 
There is no dark and dreary night. 

For Jesus Christ is ever near. 
And fills the place with holy light. 

Then dry thy tears, and cease to weep. 
Let this be Heart's-ease to thy sorrow ; 

For in the grave we soon shall sleep. 
And wake upon a blest to-morrow. 
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'Tis said that there are but two fates 
For poets of all grades and rates : 
The first is to be treated well. 
And constantly in favour dwell ; 
The second to be set at nought — 
His works as rubbish dearly bought : 
One of these fates, I'm well aware. 
This little book of mine must share. 

Cbitics and Reabebs ! let me pray, 
You'll not be harsh in what you say 
About my book, whene'er you sit 
In judgment on my words and wit ; 
For 'tis the Fikst Buds of a mind 
That ne'er will bloom if you're unkind 
And say the dreaded fate to which 
You will consign yours, Chaslxs E. Rich. 
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